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rough tracks, and along the bottom of a disused canal
for some way. As we went along we saw three Arabs
galloping on ponies; a wonderful sight. They ride
like cowboys, and when they are in the wild open,
they look really spanking, jumping ditches with such a
dashing air.

Then by and by we drove into the land of yesterday:
pure dreams. We came round the corner of a walled
orchard to Naif s castle! It simply astounded me, all
away in the Blue. In effect it was a fortified farm, but
it somehow had a mediaeval air. It all seemed unreal,
and I just had to give up trying to bother whether it
was or no! We went round the further side and found
a doorway with antlers over it, andgW<fKe1retainers and
horses and Arab tents in the^ neighbourhood. Here
was a feudal baron, indeed.^As a matter of fact, I
believe the place really belongs to Sheikh Adiye, Naif s
brother, and Naif minds it for him while he is away
in Baghdad.

We were shown into a little courtyard and found a-
garden with a low balustrade round it in which were
growing orange and rose trees and oleanders. Then
a henchman brought a bunch of keys, real stage keys,
about 9 inches long, and Naif opened the hall door.
We were ushered into a marvellous hall, perhaps 60
feet long by 20 feet wide, completely covered as to
floor by an Ispahan carpet, one of the most wonderful
I have ever seen. The walls of the hall were plastered
and covered with green enamel, the ceiling timbered
and the beams decorated with inlaid looking-glass in a
Turkish sort of design. Tall windows were pierced
in the 3-foot-thick walls, and round the sides were
chairs and settees. Two oil lamps of the Aladdin variety